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1A Dialogue, between Toney; and the 
Ghoſt of the Late LORD VISCOUNTST AFFORD. 


Ghoſ. Hy doſt thou reſtleſs Speftour haunt a Shade, 
Who thy falſe praftices, a Ghoſt has made ? 
Why doit thou with Inceſſant rage purſue 
Thole whom thy only Crimes toruin drew ? 
Thy falſe —_ ofa wreched PLOT, 
Whoſe vile Conception, thy own Brain begot 
Much Blood has ſpilt ; and on thy Head has brought, 
Ravens Vengeance, _ = x gr thou't ta 
;- Toxey. Poorempty w! canſtthou think that nM; 
Will like thy ſelf, contented go to Dye ? 4s = 5 04g 
Know {s Shade ; Whenever I do Fall, , 
Millions atleaſt ſhall wait my Funeral. 
The kind believing Croud ; which I have led 
Long in a Nooſe ; and _— e has fed : 
Who ſtill with acclaima made my Name, 
Reach tothe Clouds Cimortalize my Fame. 
Will not believe that I, 
Bent my Delignes, Yeſtabliſh Anarchie, 
Thou ſeeſt I (ll the Idoll am, 
- They think t*was for their Liberties I came, 
The unthinking Vulgar ; will not ſee him Fall 
Whom they ſo oft, did their preſerver Call. 
Ghoſt. Thou Helliſh Engine no, Heaven has at laſt 
Decreed, to open all thy Treaſons paſt, 
Thy Inſinuating Arts henceforth ſhall fail, 
Thy Janus Head at laſt ſhall looſe it's vail : 
Thy Canker'd Soul diſplay'd to open view 
Shall turn on thee, the Venome which they drew, 
The Peoples Eyes, ſhall be at laſt unſeaPd | 
Andall thy Trayterous Deſigns ReveaP'd ; 
Thy damned Arts, and — all ſhall be - 
Lay'd open, the whole World thy PLOTS fſhallſce. 
Read in thy Heart ; Writ in Large CharaQters 
The Helliſh Cauſe of our Domeſtick Jarrs : 
Then to thy horrour, thou amaz'd ſhall fee 
The abus'd People, my Revengers be. 
Toney. Let it be true, letall the horrors came 
Thou*ſt mention'd, Furies joyn to give me Doom, 
Let in my Fall, both Heaven, Earth Coafpire, 
My deep De ſhall not with Life _— ; 
My Days, Nights, ( whilſt here ) I will employ 
In Studied miſchiefs Kingdoms to deſtroy ; 
My Emiſſaries ſhall Inſinuate, 
Secking the Nations ſafety, b t my Fate ; 
Ile ow ſuch Seeds ; Sedition not ceaſe 
Nor ſhall they after I am Dead have Peace : 
For with m Ile darken all the Stars, 
"Chef. Hold Impious wreech wi has thyfury fed 
. Hold Impxous W ! 
Add —_ Blood to that already Shed ; 
Think what Reward, to Blood and Treaſon's Due, 
And think how many thy Ambition Slew : 
Think ere it be too late, and think withall 
Heaven does by rne thee to Call; 
The Gates of Mercy are not yet made faſt, 
O! ſeek it, and Repeat thy Treaſon's paſt : 
Orelſe when Death, has clos'd thy Mortal Eyes, 
Then E VER will BEGIN thy Miſeries. 
alue 24. 
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